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THE SRAVE TO WREAK VENGEANCE ON 
YOU WHO SCOFFED AT MY PROPHESIES / / 
YOUR TIME HAS COME / 






Them's no suefi animal, 




he med I 



MY friend and I were 
picking the ponies one 
day when I started telling 
him about a sure thing 
I heard about. 
You say it pays four bucks 
for every three?" he asked. 
Yep," I replied. 

And can't loss? It automatically wins? 
Must be illegal!" 

'Not a bit," I replied. "'In fact, the govern- 
very mud 
"Our government approves of a horse who 

can't lose. .." 
"Who said anything about a horse?"' 1 asked, 
"So what else could it be but a horse . . .?" 
"'It not only could be— but is— U. S. Savings 
Bonds." was my prompt reply. "The attest 
tiling running em any track today. 
"For every three dolors jfoa invest in C.S, 
Savings Bonds you get four dollars back 
after only ten years. And if you're a mem- 
ber of the Payroll Savings Plan— which 
buy bonds automatically from 
'your paycheck— that can amount to an 
awful lot of money when you're not looking. 
Hey, what are you doing?" 
"Tearing upmyracmg form! The horsel'mbet- 
ting on from now on is U. S. Savings Bonds." 
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eh animal, 

he cried I 



MY friend and I were 
picking the ponies one 
day when I started telling 
him about a sure thing 
I heard about. 
You say it pays four bucks 
for every three?" he asked. 
Yep," I replied. 

And can't loss? It automatically wins? 
Must be illegal!" 

'Not a bit," I replied. "'In fact, the govern- 
very mud 
"Our government approves of a horse who 

can't lose. .." 
"Who said anything about a horse?"' 1 asked, 
"So what else could it be but a horse . . .?" 
"'It not only could be— but is— U. S. Savings 
Bonds." was my prompt reply. "The attest 
tiling running em any track today. 
"For every three dolors jfoa invest if. C.S, 
Savings Bonds you get four dollars back 
after only ten years. And if you're a mem- 
ber of the Payroll Savings Plan— which 
buy bonds automatically from 
'your paycheck— that can amount to an 
awful lot of money when you're not looking. 
Hey, what are you doing?" 
"Tearing upmyracmg form! The horsel'mbet- 
ting on from now on is U. S. Savings Bonds." 
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. _ W>W TO SET Li 
EQUIPMENT, OTTO' M3u 
KNOW EAACTLf WHERE 
~HE CENTER OF THE 
ECLIPSE WILL SE.' 
WE'LL NEVER SET ANY 
RESULTS USING 
ANGLES' IT LOOKS 
IKE DELIBERATE 
SA60TAGI 




a or MYSTERV 



I'LL MAKE WM SORfW HE EVER HEAD 







PLEASE DON'T ALLOW 
"•/OUR SHEEP TO STRAV 
TOO NEAR THE INSTRU- 
MENTS, OLD MAN .' 
THEY MUST NOT BE 
JARRED OR KNOCKEDj LITTLE DEVILS I 
— /ViACHIN' 




r n ISTRUE.THEy SHOULD BeJthANKS FOR ~\AAU, THE Sky) 



( FOLK LEGEND/ 



5rv 



*fe 



- 





STAND ASIDE, WO/WAN 1 RISE, YOU INFIDEL,' \W£ KNOW J 
I KNOW WHY YOU HAVE INVADED AW DQ/V1 AlN //NOTHI NG - 
IT WAS TO DESTROY Ml POWER- BY op — -'ABOUT THIS 
J STEALING THE SACRED COFFER/ J% SACRED CHEST.' 



■ - ■■ ■ ■■ ■ ■ ■ 




THERE WAS NO USE ARGUING W/W THE SAVAGE 
KHAN. LBS SPRANG 3WIFTLV INTO ACTION... 



FTH/SlSTHE \ GUARDS, HO! STOP 
SOURCE OF YOUR 1 HIM! SEIZE THE 
POWER. (T IS IMOWl ACCURSED DOG. 
IN MY HANDS.' ' 




^afnTitaioemy appearS-J did you think J'd\ some weeKS i^res, wck at the 

MJJV_ 5>uuij<=nly 't -^ LEAVE IT BEHIND, | A/VieR/04/V /KUS£OW, AS LES PREPARED 

WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN* ] YOU FOOL i THE JEWELS J TO OELIVEP HIS REP ORT.. . 
^iS'w.TH WrS I^FORTUN^AN^T^VtHE ASTRONOMICAL REPORT J GENTLEMEN , X W ) 

' --™fc. RIGHT NOW.' 



LETS GET OUT \/ES, MR- PREFER A ALONE JW HIS CuRATING 
Qf HERE, BETH.' 1TME /MUSEUM IS J ROOM AT THE MUSEUM* 

WITHERED ARMS} EAGER TD PUR- % 

HAVE TAKEN -/CHASE THE RELIC )HA!HA'. THE WAY THEV CLUSTERED) TATA4 
FIRST PLACE.' ^ 6UT FIRST WE ^AROUND THE WITHERED ARM . 
AST RONOWy; MUST HAVE A \ AND DISMIS5EO LES JAffNELL 
DOESN'T —/CONFERENCE OF WITHOUT LISTENING TO HIS 
STAND A Y^THETRUSTEeS/y REPORT.' J WONDER HOW 



■ ■ .. ■ ■■ . ■. . .■■■■■ 





J^L°ZI* £ M0ST *** T*W* AM t-fTTLE KNOWN PLACES 

OF THE WORLD ABE THE SHALL VILLAGES AND OASES OF THE 
SAHARA DESERT. ARAB TRIBESMEN TRAVEL THE CARAVAN 
ROUTES- TRADERS OF FIERCE WEN AND FIERY TEMPERS 
RIVALRY, IS KEEN AMONG THE IMPIOUS TRIBAL CHIEFS OF TH*$£ 
TRADING PEOPLES. INTO THIS FASdNATINS WORLD CAME AN 
AMERICAN WRITER AND PHOTOGRAPHER, ELLIOT PHELPS IT 
WAS THE FALL OF IS SB . . . 




YES/ ON THE EXACT 
THIRTIETH ANNIVER- 
SARY OF THIS SREAT 
SAHARA DUEL, 
ELLIOT PHELPS HAP- 
PENED TO PASS THE 
VERY SPOT ON WHICH 
THE ORIGINAL MATCH 
HAD TAKEN PLACE, 
AND WITNESSED A 
REPEAT PERFORM- 
ANCE BY THE 
BHOSTS OF THE CON- 
TENDERS / JUST AN- 
OTHER STRANGE EX- 
PERIENCE THATDffiES 
EXPLANATION BY 
SCHOLARS OF TH£ff$g\ 



SUPERNATURAL I 




mm®? pnug 




CHANCE TO TAKE 
OVER THE STARRING 
ROLE, TONIGHT, IF 
6ILDA DOESN'T 
CHANGE HER 
MIND / 



Y HOROSCOPE FORETOLD THAT 1 
IIS WOULD BE MY LUCKY DAY/ | 
AND THIS POOR DEAD WINGED 
CREATURE HELPED BRING ME THAT 




TOUR SOFT, WHITE )/^(WS/(TO/LEWE 
THROAT IS A V ME ALONE,YOU 

6REAT TEMPTATION' I GHASTLY CREA- 
BUT I MUST JtURE/KEEP 

CONTROL MY NEED ^S. THE NECK - 
FOR YOUR RICH BLOOD/) LACE/ I 

1 DON'T WANT 




YOU SAVED MYUFE,WHEN 
YOU PREVENTEDTHAT STAGE- 
HAND FROW TOSSING ME INTO 

A GARBAGE CAN/IN OUR 
ANIMAL BAT-FORM,WEARE 
VULNERABLE TO ORDINARY 

DEATH/ ALSO, ACCORDING TO 

THE VAMPIRE LEGEND,YOUR 
VISIT HERE TRANSFORMED 



THE LEGEND SAYS THAT IF OUR 
TOME 15 VISITED AT NIGHTFALL BY 
SOMEONE WHO'S BEFRIENDED US, WE I 
WILL BE RELEASED FROM THE CURSED 
BAT FORM/SOI STOLE _YOU« NECK- 
LACE' TO MAKE : 
YOU WOULD 



| IN ORDER TO RETAIN THIS HUMAN/ OH.NO/ 
[vampire FORM.I MUST make F^d-don't 

fl TOU ONE OF USI , — / TOUCH ME / 

LMSMi^in - -■' nE£^ ohh ^ 


■LsJlHv 








W^s^ 







later rHxrtmtf, atthe 
theatre, just befohe THE 



MISS FANE, HAVE YOU HEARD 
THE GHASTLY NEWS ? ED FOREMAN 
WAS FOUND MURDERED NEAR THE 
THEATRE A UTTLE WHILE A60f 

THEY SAY HE WAS THE VtCTI M 

OF A VAMPIRE t 




DO NOT BE SO SKEPTICAL, 
YOUNG LADY/ THERE WERE 
TEETH MARIS AT HIS THROAT, 
AND EVERY LAST DROP OF 
BLOOD WAS DRAINED FROM 
THE POOR YOUTH'S BODY/ 




IF YOUb HEARD THE TALE" OF THE 
VAMPIRE WIFE OF THE MAN WHO USED 
TO OWN THIS OLD MILL, YOU'D BELIEVE. 
ESPECIALLY SINCE A GROUP OF ANORY 
TOWNSMEN WENT TO HER GRAVE, AND 
FOUND IT EMPTY, AND HER REMAINS 

' WERE CONE/ _ 



XNE TRIED TOTELL HERSELF THERE WAS 
'/ER. EXPLANATION TO THE GRUESOME . 
. SUT, LATER, AS SHE WENT ON IN THE 
0PEWN6 NIGHT PERFORMANCE '. - . 




INEZ FAKE Oil? AS THE HYPNOTIC GAZE Of 

wwar ome/tEff/, h& performance was 

tS rte CURTAIN 
'-"LAUSE SHOOK 





SATED, BOTH 

:-v Rto,.m>. : ,-.:.;■ ; ■ . 



I HA/ THERE IS NO 
FOR YOU, NOW/ 
AWAY WON'T 
HELP YOU/ 





SHE STRUCK THAT BRIGHT BURNING KUEG LISHT 
WITH SUCH FORCE/ THEN HER FLESH SEEMED TO 
ROT AWAY/ -AAIIYEEE/ WITH OLGA's DEATH, I'M 
CHANGING BACK TO HUMAN FORM, IN MIDAIR f 




MND SO, INEZ FANE, WHO SOLO HER SOUL TO BECOME 

A GREAT STAR, PLAYED A FINAL SENSATIONAL ffOLE ■ 

■^WSCAMERAS 



^■■tst-„ oi-:iiu"vv u-unis-anu GmftOiNQ- N^WS CAMERAS- 

BEFORE: A HUSHED, HORRIFIED AUDIENCE OF THOUSA/MS'- 

BIIT A raB.rarrmiri,!- n ;^ .«,.., : 'i '|j 



BUT A FAR -DIFFERENT PART THAN THE ONE SHE HAD 
SO MADLY DREAMED ABOUT/ 





JN VENICE, THE TALE IS TOLD OF A HUGE BLACK RAVEN 
WHICH ONE DAY SUDDENLY SWOOPED DOWN AND SNATCHED A 
RUBY NECKLACE OFF THE NECK OF THE DUCHESS OF VENICE. 
THAT OCCURRED IN THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY. IT WAS FINALLY 
FOUND IN THE RAVEN'S NEST, FAR ABOVE THE PARAPETS OF THE 
DUKES PALACE. IN 1937, AN AMERICAN WOMAN HEARD THAT 
THE FABULOUS RUBY NECKLACE WAS FOR SAIS . SHE TRAVELED 
TO VENICE TO MAKE THE PURCHASE PERSONALLY. . . 



THERE YOU SEE A SCULPTURED FIGURE OF T.._ 
ORIGINAL RAVEN WHICH STOLE THIS NECKLACE FROM 
THE DUCHESS' ONE OF OUR CITY'S L E6EN0S 

WHICH WE COMMEMORATE 

IN ART, sigmora; 





■ ■ ■ 

■■;■■ ■ 

mWE^mJGg. IN. WE 
Momm, ntEr:wBt£AS 

SURPRISED." 
TO FIND THE ME 
INTACT, AROUND THE 
NECK OF TOE STONE 

haven, men m its 

PROPER PLACE ON TH£ 



wmr MAStc mo THEscuLpmrt 

PUT INTO HIS STONE RAVEN THAT 
EMBODIED THE THIEVING NATURE OF 
THE ORr&NAL RAVEN WHO HAD STO- 
LEN THE NECKLACE FROM THE FIRST 
OWNER, THE DUCHESS OF VENICE? 
WHAT WITCHCRAFT HAO BROUGHT 
THE STONE FIGURE TQUFE? OR 
PERHAPS IT DIDN'T HAPPEN THAT 
WAY AT ALL , AND WAS JUST THE 
WILD IMAGINATION OF THE 
AMERICAN WOMAN? BUT THEN, 
HOW DID THE NECKLACE GET ON 
THENECKOF THE STONEHAVEN 
ON THE ROOF OF THE CITY HALL? 
WAS I r AN ACT OF SOME SUPER - 
NATURAL AGENT ? WHAT DO 
YOU THINK, READERS? 



-n 
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MY FACE/ LIKE A GARGOYLE'S MA! 

CAN HARDLY STAND TO LOOK AT IT MYSELF / AND 

NEITHER CAN YOU TWO— MY OWN DOCTOR AND 

NURSE/ YOU CRINGE AND SHUDDER/ 




Witt-. 



IR. BRINKMAN/ I 
NEARLY AS BAD AS YOU THINK/ JUST THE SHOCK 
OF SEEING YOURSELF LIKE THIS FOR THE FIRST 
TIME/ IN A FEW WEEKS, YOU'LL BE READY FOR 
PLASTIC SURGERY/ WE'LL FIX YOUR FACEJ! 

U 



Omws way to ws place of 

mSiNESS.lQNBFIISICMAN GOULD 
FEEL PEOPLE STARING AT HIM. 
EVEN WHEN HE MS ALONE ON 
THE STREET/ HE SOI/i/WED AND 
CRAWLED INSIDE OF HIMSELF IN AN 
WONT OF SELF-CONSCIOUS 




Wmsk 




YES, SIR,» \/ Y ES,Mf drunken 1__^ 

whatcani i fool of an assist- 
00 for-- 4 ant — it is hstare/ 
good ghietf) ogle/feast your 
lon/thatvj foolish gaze on „ 
can't bej (this terrible 1 


KlYOUMr 


\ \ THINS HOU HAVE I 
A \ DONE TO ME/ A? 






fe wmm 




z?fx mm 






mm 



YOUVE ALWAYS HATED ME 1 

BECAUSE I'M YOUR BOSS AND I 

RICH AND PROSPEROUS, WHILE * 

YOU'RE ANOBOCFr.ADRUNKENFAILURE 

IN LIFE/ THEN.WHEN I STOLE YOUR 

RL, MARLENE, THAT Vft9 THE 

FINAL STRAW/ SO YOU TRIED TO 

LL ME IN A CAR WRECK/ F 



MONTMORENCY IS A RETIRED HOLLYWOOD 
PRODUCER WHO MADE A FORTUNE OUT OF 
PICTURES FEATURING A HORROR MONSTER 
LIKE THAT/ HE HAS MINIATURE ONES ALL 
OVER HIS HOUSE / IT'S 
SORT OF A TRADE W^ IT'S GOING TO BE A JOB 
MARK WITH HIM/ Jf MOUNTING IT ON TOP OF 



MONTMORENCY 15 FUSSY 

AND PAYING PLENTY FOR 

THIS JOB/ WE'D BETTER 

MAKE SURE WE'VE SOT 

IT MOUNTED STRAIQHT / 




( VIC'S BLOOD IS SEEPING RIGHT INTO THAT WOODEN 
> — jpnj MONSTROSITY / AND THE THING IS n, 
V*"*? hSK ^QUIVERING, COMING ALIVE / P 

wT. JSmrn*. .^hfir— i^fc eeeeeyah'/^ 
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YOU DESTROYED 

THE PERSON WHO i 

RESPONSIBLE 

FOR YOUR HORRIBLE 

UGLINESS/ NOW I 

MUST DO THE SAMEf 




A FEW MOMENTS LATER, IN A NEARSY^PARk '■ . , 





:■-. VCr? ■ 

saw miles Amy, JUST AS 

LON BRiNKMAN 'HAS SURE THAT 
HE MW5 WEE FOREVER FROM 

M 



themonster 



1 can settle 

stop running; 
i-eeeyaah/ 

IT'S HIM/ 



The monster was right/ me next six months, 

LON BRINXMAN NEVER REMAINED IN THE SAME 
PLACE MORE THAN A FEW HOURS/ BUT JUST WHEN 
HE THOUGHT HE'D FINALLY LOST HIS PURSUING 
NEMESIS, THE GROTESQUE, MONSTROUS, CARVED 
FIGURE HE'D CREATED VIO ULO LOOM UP OUT OF 
: T ONCE AGAIN/ 





THRESHOLD OF THE FORBIDDEN 



A stringe, greenish mist has suddenly enveloped 
me and I know I am on that same threshold on which 
my father stood only a short time ago, only to he 
consnmed in a vacuum of non-existency. I feel I shaJ I 
soon be with him and Nelson Oakes, who practically 
disappeared from before my very eyes in much the 
same manner. 

I cart think of nothing except the short series of 
events that has led me to this eerie realm. It all 
started. only several hoars ago. The college term over, 
I was driving home in by beautiful cream convertible 
dad had presented to me on my twenty-first birthday. 
It was a long drive and although I'd been behind the 
wheel for several hours, I felt little fatigue, for I was 
looking forward to a glorious two-and-a-half month 
vacation at our gorgeous estate on the northern coast 
of California. 

It was only a short distance more and my heart 
beat wildly as ^approached a bend in the road from 
which the house would be visible in the distance. I 
little expected the intense shock I was in for as I 
swerved around the bend. 

The house was gone. 1 slammed on the brakes and 
came to a complete stop. A strange dread fear swept 
over me as I blinked in an attempt to better focus 
the vision that lay stretched out before me. Where 

it, our' beautifully trimmed hedges, our extensive 
lawn and colorful garden, there was now only a dear, 
open field. 



ed,t 



.ey I 



possibly imagine what had transpired, I glanced care- 
fully around the surrounding area, hoping that I had 
possibly l.;ken- a wrong turn somewhere on the trip 
and that I'd arrived at .1, place only resembling the 
countryside at which I had been brought up. But 
there' were too many other familii-r landmarks for 
this not to be the right place. 

I tried to relax for an instant, and.thereby clear my 
thoughts on what logical steps I might take. Then it 
came to me. Our neighbors, the Carters, lived but a 
short distance down the road. We'd always-been very 
friendly with them and had exchanged Visits often. 
Quickly, I started the car up and sped to the Carters' 
estate. 

It was Mr. Carter, himself, who came to, the door 
■when I rang. He looked at me without any apparent 

form of recognition, despite the fact that I'd known 
'him for years and our last meeting had been during 

the Easter holidays, only a couple of months previous. 



"Yes, young lady," lie asked coolly, "what can I 

"Why, Mr. Carter," I replied, "don't you know 
me? Don't you recognize me? It's Jean. Jean Avrus." 

"I'm sonyf he seemed extremely apologetic and 
embarrassed. "I'm afraid I don't remember." 

"Professor Avrus' daughter," I tried to remind 
him, as a quaking chili raced up and down my spine. 
"We're your neighbors down the road ... or rather, 
we .were until . . ," What could I possibly say by way 
of explanation? 

Eventually, f managed to blurt out the entire story, 
but he insisted he'd never seen me, nor my father and 
mother, in his life. Not only that, he'd never heard 
of us. No, he wasn't a victim of amnesia. As a mar- 
ter of fact, he was enjoying perfect health. 

As I strode back to the car, 1 tried to analyze the 
meaning of what had happened thus far, To ail 
intents and purposes it seemed that dad. and mother 
had not only vanished from the face of the Earth, 
but that ail traces that they'd ever existed, had also 
been wiped out. 



ridiculed this ides 



after 



v:ng i! 



Trying to remain calm, I 
wn and pulled up at the local 

r I told my story, adding the 



analysi: 

I explained that my father. Professor Julian Avrus, 
taught psychology a! .. nearby university, and as a 
researching psychologist or prominent standing, was 
listed in Who's Who. In an attempt to aid me, they 
checked on my information, following up every lead 
In order to establish his existence, they first went 
through their own files of automobile license registra- 
tion. They came up with nothing, Then, a call was 
placed to his office at the university. After many labo- 
rious attempts, they received the information that 
there was no Professor Avrus on their faculty staff, 
nor had there ever been. A check with the local li- 
brary brought no information concerning the many 
psychology books my father had written and after 
obtaining copies of Who's Who for the past ten 
years, they found no mention of his 



.ey I 

Completely ba 



in;.:-. 



The police tried to detain me and hold me for 
mental observation, but I quickly talked them out of 
it. I needed time to think and strode out into the 
fresh air, in hopes that the cool, evening breezes 
would help clear my muddied brain. 

"Jean." Someone called my name. "Jean Avrus. is 
it really you? Oh, thank goodness." J turned about 
quickly to see a former associate of my father's. Nel- 
son Oakes, rushing up to me. He stammered and 
stuttered something abput having experienced the 
same thing with dad that I was experiencing, but also 
seemed at a loss to explain things. 

"There's a quiet, little lounge down the street," 
he finally said, "let's go and have a drink and pos- 
sibly come to an understanding of what's happened, 
I've been going crazy for almost a week." 

After the waiter placed the drinks on our table 
and left us, Nelson Oakes began his story. 

"Your dad called me about a week ago," he com- 
menced. "He claimed he was on the verge of some 
new: and strange psychological discovery. He called 
it the Key to Life and started to show me the papers 
he'd prepared on it. It was strange, the way he ex- 
plained it. It was not so much the- possession of the 
actual facts, the actual theory as tile feeling that this 
Key to Life really existed. 

"When he sat, fully awake, trying to formulate 
the whole idea, he found himself incapable. It was 
only in a half-sleeping state that he found himself 
within the grasp of the solution. It involved a deeper 
psychological understanding of the human subcon- 
scious than man has ever known. It was like a solu- 
tion to all human problems." 

"Continue," I said, fully intrigued by Nelson'i 
words. 

"Well, he felt that something was urging him to 
go no farther in his study. It was likea warning that 
he was treading a forbidden path. He gave me his 
papers to edit and while working over them, I soon 
felt myself on this same threshold of actually under. 
standing his theory. A couple of days later, he called 
me again, excitedly, telling me to come over. He'd 
found the key. But when I arrived . . . Well, you 
-experienced the rest, yourself." 

"But," I sobbed, my voice breaking, "what could 
have happened, really? People just don't disappear 
ofi the face of the Earth with all traces of their exist- 
ence gone with them." 



"I wonder," Nelson said, a faraway look coming 
to his eyes. "I think it his something to do with that 
feeling of forbiddance." Then, for the first time. 
Nelson noticed I was crying. He tried to smile, com- 
fortingly, and added, "Why don't you run into the 
ladies' room and put on a new face?" I tried to 
smile back as I rose and left. 



hen I returned, he was gone, I summoned 
r and asked where Nelson had gone. 



here with, you. Yoi 
an hour!" 



■ stammered, "there was no one 
ve been here alone for over half 



I shuddered. It had happened again, almost before 
my very eyes. As proof, the waiter produced the bill, 
listing onl* the drink I'd had. I refused to accept 
these circumstances and raced out. Nelson hadbeen 
my only hope. I'd prove that he still existed.. 

I drove to the home he shared with his brother, 
Andrew, Andrew must've seen me driving up, for 
he was at the door when I ascended the steps. 

"Andrew," I cried, desperately. "Nelson. I've got 
to see Nelson, Oh, tell me he's here. Please tell me 
he's here with you." He stared at me blankly, as if 
my words were a complete mystery to him. 

"I'm sorry, Miss," he said, "I'm afraid he isn't, 
whoever Nelson might be. I'm afraid you have the 
advantage over me. You seem to know my name but 
. . . I'm afraid I've never seen you before in my life." 

I disregarded these last words. "Nelson, your 
brother," I insisted. "You live here with him. Please, 
try to remember. Nelson Oakes. He's a psychologist." 

'■I'm afraid you've made some mistake. I have no 
brother. Never did have," It was all too frightening 
to think of, but to give up now was Completely out 
of the question. Suddenly a tbought pervaded my 

"Your library," I snapped. "There's a painting in 
your library. A family portrait painted many years 
ago of your mother and father with Nelson and your- 
self. 1 know it's there. I've seen it many times." 
Andrew stared at me in disbelief. 

"Well, you certainly seem to know quite a bit 
about me, but I assure you again that you're mis- 
taken. I guess there's only one way to prove it. Please 
follow me." 

He led me into the parlor and down the hall to 
the library door. I gasped as my eyes fell on the por- 
trait hanging over the mantel. The portrait was ex- 
actly as I'd remembered it, with one exception. Nel- 
son was no longer in it. I turned to find 1 Andrew 
staring at me, concerned it seemed. Over the possi- 
bility that I might be insane. 

What more could 1 say? He would never under- 
stand. 1 allowed him to usher me toward the door 
silently. He opened it and I nodded my appreciation. 
But now, as I step forward, a strange greenish mist 
has suddenly enveloped me and I know / too am on 
that same threshold on which my father stood only 
a short time ago ! 

THE END 



BECAUSE OF MY WITCHING POWERS, J AH NOT YET 
FULLY DEAD/ RETURN TO THE TOWN SQUARE AND 
CUT ME DOWN FROM THE HANGROPE. MAKE FROM 
THE EXQUISITE SILVER OF THE EXECUTION BELL, A 
A COFFIN AND PLACE ME IN IT/ 




* FIRST I MUST SET ENRIQUE, THE 
EXECUTIONER, OUT OF THE WAY/ WITH 
THE NOISE OF THIS SUDDEN STORM, HE 
WILL NOT HEAR ME APPROACHING/ 
IT WILL HE EASY / 





F MY BLOW DID 

' NOT KILL THE UGLY 
"|4^ FOOL, HIS HEAD HITTING 




HOW CAN I POSSIBLY * ■ 

BREAK UP THAT SOLID SILVER 
BELL AND USE ITS METAL TO 

MAKE A CASKET FOR DOLORES? 
AND IF I COULD, HOW WOULD I 
TRANSPORT IT TO MY SHOP? 




AND BY SOME MIRACLE, 
THE PIECES OF SILVER 
HAVE BEEN FORMED INTO 
INGOTS AND STACKED/ 
BUT I STILL HAVE NO WAY 
OF GETTING THAT HEAVY 
LOAD OF SILVER TO MY 
LITTLE BASEMENT- 




3/ Y-YOU'RE 
CHANSW6 BACK " 
THE BEAUTIFUL FORM 
YOU HAD BEFORE 
. DEATH / 



' YOUR SAVINGS WILL BE ENOUGH TO PAY FOR ^> 

THE CHARTER OF A SMALL PLANE TO CALIFORNIA/ 

THERE WE WILL BE , 

FOREVER SAFE J jf^ TOU ARE SO CLEVER, 

DOLORES/ AND 30 BEAUTIFUL, 
ONCE AGAIN, THAT I WOULD 
DO ANYTHING YOU COMMAND / - 





WE INSIST ON KEEPING THIS ONE ^ 
OBJECT/ LUIS, THIS SILVER DEMON 
HAS SPECIAL POWERS TO BRING US 
GOOD FORTUNE, IF IT IS NEVER SOLD^ 
OR DESTROYED/ I 
TAKE GOOD CARE >■■ SUCH 3LLY 
OF IT t _^-* SUPERSTITION / BUT 




DOLORES, 


VVeS.LUIS/ | 


WE ARE 


S BUT THIS IS 


RICH /LET T NOTHING f WELL 


US GET 


/ USE THE MONEY 


HARRtEO 


\ TO SET YOU UP 


AT ONCE/ 


/ IN A SMART SIL- 


t — ' ik 


VERSMITH S SHOP/ 




WE WILL SOON SE 




WEALTHY BEYOND 




OfOUR WILDEST 




■L DREAMS/ jam 


jMiPW 


Wmm 


vviL <*■ 


~~"'&Ka 


--^1 


%<*m 




m*L 



SEVERAL MONTHS LATER. 



LU13,A LITTLE 
REST AND 
GOOD CARE 
MAKE 
TOU AS 
GOOD AS 
NEW/ 




PORTABLE GARAGE REVERSIBLE IS? COVERS 



USE IT ANYVfflERI! 



COWHIDE -LEOPARD 

I REVERSIBLE 



1 I -1 I 

,»,?,!?„ ! *-f 95 ■ 




KROMVENTSS^™ SPORTSMAN'S SUIT KR0MWEELS^SS« 



ADD THIS DISTINCTIVE TOUCH 

fgftr^ Tl TO YOUR 


/M SportsfflD 


>s All Weather Suit 


,-&''- 






1 




i ; i: ;.-.^ , ^: l '':;*;. 


MI 


^•595 









tm CAM ADD THAT DISTINCTIVE TOUCH ] 




*^93 ,. 



BLADEMASTER 



fORTHf 
KEENEST SHAVES 



SHAVE the YEAR ROUND 
with the SAME BLADE? 




*>? 



LOWEST MARKET PRICE Jl ' i 



Sash This Spestal IB-Day Trial €eup»s 



An Amazing invention -"Magic Art Reproducer" 



NO LESSONS! 
NO TALENT! 



DRAWThe First Day 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE — 

Like An Artist... Even if You CAN'T DRAW A Straight Line! 

Anyone eon Draw With This f CVik 1 — * ~ 

Amazing Hew Invention — jV«U5 Also EXCELLENT FOR EVERY OTHEJ 

tnstMtlyl Jti W\tf TYPE OF DRAWING! 





e fun! Be popular! Everyone will ;lsk you to <lr 
I! be in demsimi' After ;i v^xwx v.wv;. vau innv 

well without the "Ma-rit Art Reproduce 
loped a "fenatik" and feeling 



. Ie« 



EREE Tp-DAY TRIAL COUPON! 



FREE! Ml 



SEND NO MONEY! ' norton products, D ep . T nou 



Free 10-Day Trial 

address, 
wy 41.98 



( 396 Broadway. Hew York 7, N. ■* 
i R»di 



,v>''...f.. 1;. 



will "be "re- I A*I8*W8 



, _J ! ___ J City & Zone State . . 

NORTON PRODUCTS, Depfr. 7108A d <w w 

496 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. ' pnly £1 M w " 



i. Same M..n C y Buck 



